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26 The Clansman 

cheeks and under the eyes. In the lines which marked 
the comers of his mouth she could see firmness, and his 
beetling brows and unusually heavy eyelids looked stem 
and formidable. Her heart sank. She looked again 
and saw goodness, tenderness, sorrow, canny shrewd- 
ness, and a strange lurking smile all haunting his 
mouth and eye. 

Suddenly he threw himself forward in his chair, wheeled 
and faced one of his tormentors with a curious and comical 
expression. With one hand patting tl^e other, and a 
funny look overspreading his face, he said: 

"My friend, let me tell you something " 

The man again stepped before him, and she could hear 
nothing. When the story was finished, the man tried to 
laugh. It died in a feeble eflFort. But the President 
laughed heartily, laughed all over, and laughed his visitors 
out of the room. 

Mrs. Cameron turned toward Elsie with a mute look of 
appeal to give her this moment of good-humour in which 
to plead her cause, but before she could move a man of 
military bearing suddenly stepped before the President. 

He began to speak, but, seeing the look of stem decision 
in Mr. Lincoln's face, turned abruptly and said: 

"Mr. President, I see you are fully determined not to 
do me justice I ** 

Mr. Lincoln slightly compressed his lips, rose quietly, 
seized the intmder by the arm, and led him toward the 
door. 

"This is the third time you have forced your presence 
on me, sir, asking that I reverse the just sentence of a 
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A louder and sterner tone, "and no time to waste on you. 
If ;ou have raised up men to rebel against the best 
government under the sun, you can take the conse- 
quences " 

"But, my dear sir," broke in the mother, "he is a mere 
boy of nineteen, who ran away three years ago and 
entered the service " 

"I don't want to hear another word from youl" he 
yelled in rage. "I have no time to waste — go at once. 
Ill do nothing for you." 

"But I bring you an order from the President," pro- 
tested the mother. 

"Yes, I know it," he answered, with a sneer, "and ni 
do with it what I've done with many others — see that it 
is not eirecuted— now go," 

"But the President told me you would give me a pass to 
the hospital, and that a full pardon would be issued to 
my boyl" 

"Yes, I see. But let me ^ve you some information. 

"Hie President is a fool — a d fool I Now, will you 

go?" 

With a sinking sense of horror, Mrs. Cameron withdrew 
and reported to Elsie the unexpected encounter. 

'"" ^ the ^1. "We'll go back im- 

this insult to the President." 

men intrusted with power?" the 

me, I'm sure. They say he is the 
War in our history. I don't believe 
ght of him, and so does every army 
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''Stanton, you have been a faithful public servant, and 
it is not for you to say when you will be no longer needed. 
Go on with your work. I will have my way in this 
matter; but I will attend to it personally/' 

Stanton resumed hb seat, and the President returned to 
the White House. 
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not let her go. Now that she is crushed and lies bleeding 
at our feet — ^you shall not make war on the wounded, the 
dying, and the deadl" 
Again the lion gleamed in the calm gray eyes. 
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up now for brutal politics ? Their sorrow had been hers, 
their joy should be hers too. She would take the papers 
herself and then say good-bye. 

She found the mother and sister beside the cot. Ben 
was sleeping with Margaret holding one of his hands. 
The mother was busy sewing for the wounded Confederate 
boys she had found scattered through the hospital. 

At the sight of Elsie holding aloft the message of life, 
she sprang to meet her with a cry of joy. 

She clasped the girl to her breast, unable to speak. At 
last she released her and said with a sob: 

" My child, through good report and through evil report, 
my love will enfold you I'' 

Elne stammered, looked away, and tried to hide her 
emotion. Margaret had knelt and bowed her head on 
Ben's cot. She rose at length, threw her arms around 
Elsie in a resistless impulse, kissed her and whispered: 

"My sweet sister!" 

Elsie's heart leaped at the words, as her eyes rested on 
the face of the sleeping soldier. 
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house had laid the offering of its first-bom. The tragedy 
was stupefying — it was unthinkable — it was the mockery 
of Fatel 

Men walked the streets of the cities^ dazed with the 
sense of blind grief. Every note of music and rejoicing 
became a dirge. All business ceased. Every wheel in 
every mill stopped. The roar of the great dty was hushed, 
and Greed for a moment forgot his cunning. 

The army only moved with swifter spring, tightening 
its mighty grip on the throat of the bleeding prostrate 
South. 

As the day wore on its gloomy hoiws, and men began td 
find speech, they spoke to each other at first in low tones 
of Fate, of Life, of Death, of Immortality, of God — ^and 
then as grief found words the measureless rage of baffled 
strength grew slowly to madness. 

On every breeze from the North came the deep-muttered 
curses. 

Easter Sunday dawned after the storm, clear and 
beautiful in a flood of glorious simshine. The churches 
were thronged as never in their history. All had been 
decorated for the double celebration of Easter and the 
triumph of the Union. The preachers had prepared 
sermons pitched in the highest anthem key of victory — 
victory over Death and the grave of Calvary, and victory 
for the Nation opening a future of boundless glory. 
The churches were labyrinths of flowers, and around 
every pulpit and from every gothic arch hung the red, white, 
and blue flags of the Republic. 

And now, as if to mock this gorgeous pageant, Death had 
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could not endure personal contact with a negro. He would 
go secretly miles out of the way to avoid it. 

Stoneman watched him slowly and daintily approach 
this negress and touch her jewelled hand gingerly with the 
tips of his classic fingers as if she were a toad. Con- 
vulsed, he scrambled back to his desk and hugged himself 
while he listened to the flow of Lydia's condescending 
patronage in the next room. 

''This world's too good a thing to \oseV* he chuckled. 
"I think ril Uve always." 

When Sumner left, the hour for dinner had arrived, and 
by special invitation two men dined with him. 

On his right sat an army officer who had been dismissed 
from the service, a victim of the mania for gambling. His 
ruddy face, iron-gray hair, and jovial mien indicated that 
he enjoyed life in spite of troubles. 

There were no clubs in Washington at this time except 
the regular gambling-houses, of which there were more 
than one hundred in full blast. 

Stoneman was himself a gambler, and spent a part of 
almost every night at Hall & Pemberton's Faro Palace 
on Pennsylvania Avenue, a place noted for its famous 
restaurant. It was here that he met Colonel Howie and 
learned to like him. He was a man of talent, cool and 
audacious, and a liar of such singular fluency that he quite 
captivated the old Commoner's ima^ation. 

"Upon my soul, Howie,*' he declared soon after they 
met, "you made the mistake of yoiu* life going into the 
army. You're a bom politician. You're what I call a 
natural liar, just as a horse is a pacer, a dog a setter. Yea 
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the brown woman bade him good-night and pressed into 
his hand a letter. 

As his yellow fingers closed on the missive^ his eyes 
flashed for a moment with catlike humour. 

The woman's face wore the mask of a sphinx. 
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spirit^ not the flesh. Not the faintest hope of life even 
flickered in his mind. 

In the last farewell embrace a faint tremor of the 
souly half-sigh, half-groan, escaped his lips, and he drew 
her again to his breast, whispering: 

'^ Always my sweetheart, good, beautiful, brave and 
truer' 
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As the girl listened^ the memory of the horrible hours of 
suspense she had spent with his mother when his uncon« 
sdous life hung on a thread came trooping back into her 
heart and a tear dimmed her eyes. 

And he began to look at her with a new wonder and joy 
slowly growing in his soul. 



CJHAPTER IV 
Hidden Treasure 

BEN had spent a month of yam effort to secure his 
father's release. He had succeeded in obtaining 
for him a removal to more comfortable quarters, 
books to read, and the privilege of a daily walk under 
guard and parole. The doctor's genial temper, the wide 
range of his knowledge, the charm of his personality, and 
his heroism in suffering had captivated the surgeons who 
attended him and made friends of every jailer and guard. 

Elsie was now using all her woman's wit to secure a 
copy of the charges against ^ him as formulated by the 
Judge Advocate General, who, in defiance of civil law, 
still claimed control of these cases. 

To the boy's sanguine temperament the whole proceed- 
ing had been a huge farce from the beginning, and at the 
last interview with his father he had literally laughed him 
into a good humour. 

"Look here, Pa," he cried. "I believe you're trying 
to slip off and leave us in this mess. It's not fair. It's 
easy to die.^ 

"Who said I was going to die ? 

"I heard you were trying to crawl out that way.' 

"Well, it's a mistake. I'm going to live just for the 
fun of disappointing my enemies and to keep you com- 



I 



I 



f9 



142 The Clansman 

Tlie old man thrust his defonned foot out before him, 
struck it meditatively with his eane> and^ looking Voorhees 
straight in the eye, boldly said: 

''There's nothing the matter with your majority^ young 
man. I've no doubt it's all right. Unfortunately^ you 
are a Democrat, and happen to be the odd man in the 
way of the two-thirds majority on which the supremacy 
of my party depends. You will have to go. Come back 
some other time." And he did. 

In the Senate there was a hitch. When the vote was 
taken on the expulsion of Stockton, to the amazement of 
the leader it was a tie. 

He hobbled into the Senate Chamber, with the steel 
point of his cane ringing on the marble flags as though 
he were thrusting it through the vitals of the weakling 
who had sneaked and hedged and trimmed at the crucial 
moment. 

He met Howie at the door. 

"What's the matter in there?" he asked. 

"They're trying to compromise." 

"Compromise — ^the Devil of American politics," he 
muttered. "But how did the vote fail — ^it was all fixed 
before the roll-call?" 

"Morrill, of Maine, has trouble with his conscience! 
He is paired not to vote on this question with Stockton's 
colleague, who is sick in Trenton. His 'honour' is in- 
volved, and he refuses to break his word." 

"I see," said Stoneman, pulling his bristling brows 

down until his eyes were two beads of white light gleam- 

*ing through them. "Tell Wade to summon every mem- 
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ber of the party in his room immediately and hold the 
Senate in session." 

When the group of Senators crowded into the Vice- 
president's room, the old man faced them leaning on his 
cane and delivered an address of five minutes they never 
forgot. 

His speech had a nameless fascination. The man 
himself with his elemental passions was a wonder. He 
left on public record no speech worth reading, and yet 
these powerful men shrank under his glance. As the ^ 
nostrils of his big three-angled nose dilated, the scream 
of an eagle rang in his voice, his huge ugly hand 
held the crook of his cane with the clutch of a tiger, 
his tongue flew with the hiss of an adder, and his big 
deformed foot seemed to grip the floor as the claw 
of a beast. 

''The life of a political party, gentlemen," he growled 
in conclusion, "is maintained by a scheme of subterfuges 
in which the moral law cuts no figure. As your leader, I 
know but one law — success. The world is full of fools 
who must have toys with which to play. A belief in poli- 
tics is the favourite delusion of shallow American minds. 
But you and I have no delusions. Your life depends on 
this vote. If any man thinks the abstraction called 
'honour' is involved, let him choose between his honour 
and his lifel I call no names. This issue must be settled 
now before the Senate adjourns. There can be no to- 
morrow. It is life or death. Let the roll be called again 
immediately." 

The grave Senators resmned their seats, and Wade, the 
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When the last jeering cat-call which greeted this message 
of the Chief Magistrate had died away on the floor and 
in the galleries, old Stoneman rose, with a smile playing 
about his grim mouth, and introduced his bill to impeach 
the President of the United States and remove him from 
office* 
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palatial suite of rooms furnished in princely state. The 
floors were covered with the richest and softest carpets — 
•0 soft and yielding that the tramp of a thousand feet 
could not make the faintest echo. The walls and ceilings 
were frescoed by the brush of a great master, and hung 
with works of art worth a king's ransom. Heavy cur- 
tains» in colours of exquisite taste, masked each window, 
excluding all soimd from within or without. 

The rooms blazed with light from gorgeous chandeliers 
of trembling crystals, shimmering and flashing from the 
ceilings like bouquets of diamonds. 

Negro servants, faultlessly dressed, attended the slight- 
est want of every guest with the quiet grace and courtesy 
of the lost splendours of the old South. 

The proprietor, with courtly manners, extended his 
hand: 

''Welcome, gentlemen; you are my guests. The tables 
and the wines are at your service without price. Eat, 
drink, and be merry — ^play or not, as you please." 

A smile lighted his dark eyes, but faded out near his 
mouth, cold and rigid. 

At the farther end of the last room hung the huge paint- 
ing of a leopard, so vivid and real its black and tawny 
colours, so furtive and wild its restless eyes, it seemed 
alive and moving behind invisible bars. 

Just under it, gorgeously set in its jewel-studded frame, 
^ stood the magic green table on which men staked their 
gold and lost their souls. 

The rooms were crowded with Congressmen, govem- 

-^nt officials, officers of the Army and Navy, clerks. 
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contractors^ paymasters, lobbyists, and professional gam- 
blers. 

The centre of an admiring group was a Congressman 
who had during the last session of the House broken the 
''bank'' in a single night, winning more than a hundred 
thousand dollars. He had lost it all and more in two 
weeks, and the courteous proprietor now held orders for 
the lion's share of the total pay and mileage of nearly every 
member of the House of Representatives. 

Over that table thousands of dollars of the people's 
money had been staked and lost during the war, by quarter- 
masters, paymasters, and agents in charge of public funds. 
Many a man had approached that green table with a 
stainless name and left it a perjured thief. Some had 
been carried out by those handsomely dressed waiters, and 
the man with the cold mouth could point out, if he would, 
more than one stain on the soft carpet which marked the 
end of a tragedy deeper than the pen of romancer has 
ever sounded. 

Stoneman at the moment was playing. He was rarely 
a heavy player, but he had just staked a twenty-dollar 
gold-piece and won fourteen hundred dollars. 

Howie, always at his elbow, ready for a "sleeper" or 
a stake, said: 

''Put a stack on the ace." 

He did so, lost, and repeated it twice. 

"Do it again," urged Howie. "I'll stake my reputa- 
tion that the ace wins this time." 

^th a doubting glance at Howie, old Stoneman shoved 
a stack of blue chips, worth fifty dollars, over the ace, 
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President is a man of inherent power^ even if he did learn 
to read after his marriage. Like many other Americans, 
he is a self-made man " 

"Glad to hear it," snapped Stoneman. "It relieves 
Almighty God of a fearful responsibility." 

They left him in disgust and dismay. 
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In lieu of their readings Stoneman would send to the 
Qerk's desk an obscene tirade from a party newspaper, 
and the Clerk of the House would read it amid the 
mocking groans, laughter, and applause of the floor and 
galleries. 

A favourite clipping described the President as ''an inso- 
lent drunken brute, in comparison with whom Caligula's 
horse was respectable/' 

In the Senate, whose members were to sit as sworn 
judges to decide the question of impeachment, Charles 
Sunmer used language so vulgar that he was called to 
order. Sustained by the Chair and the Senate, he re- 
peated it with increased violence, concluding with cold 
venom: 

''Andrew Johnson has become the successor of Jef- 
ferson Davis. In holding him up to judgment I do not 
dwell on his beastly intoxication the day he took the oath as 
^ce»president, nor do I dwell on his maudlin speeches 
by which he has degraded the country, nor hearken to the 
reports of pardons sold, or of personal corruption. 
These things are bad. But he has usurped the powers 
of Congress.'' 

Conover, the perjured wretch, in prison for his crimes 
as a professional witness, in the assassination trial, now 
circulated the rumour that he could give evidence that 
President Johnson was the assassin of Lincoln. Without 
a moment's hesitation, Stoneman's henchmen sent a peti- 
tion to the President for the pardon of this villain that 
he might turn against the man who had pardoned him 
and swear his life away! This scoundrel was borne in 
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triumph from prison to the Capitol and placed before the 
Impeachment G)mmittee9 to whom he poured out his 
wondrous tale. 

The sewers and prisons were dragged for every scrap 
of testimony to be founds and the day for the trial ap- 
proached. 

As it drew nearer^ excitement grew intense. Swarms of 
adventurers expecting the overthrow of the Government 
crowded into Washington. Dreams of honours, profits, 
and division of spoils held riot. Gramblers thronged the 
saloons and gaming-houses, betting their gold on the 
President's head. 

Stoneman found the business more serious than even 
his daring spirit had dreamed. IBs health suddenly gave 
way under the strain, and he was put to bed by his physi- 
cian with the warmng that the least excitement would be 
instantly fatal. 

Elsie entered the little Black House on the hill, for the 
first time since her trip at the age of twelve, some eight years 
before. She installed an army nurse, took charge of the 
place, and ignored the existence of the brown woman, re- 
fusing to speak to h^ or permit her to enter her father's 
room. 

His illness made it necessary to choose an assistant to 
conduct the case before the High Court. There was but 
one member of the House whose character and ability 
fitted him for the place — General Benj. F. Butler, of 
Massachusetts, whose name was enough to start a riot in 
any assembly in America. 

His selection precipitated a storm at the Capitol. A 
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me— only it's bad luck to move cats. He's awful wild— - 
won't let anybody pet him but me. Mama says he's an 
imp of Satan — ^but I love him. He runs up a tree when 
anybody else tries to get him. But he climbs right up on 
my shoulder. I never loved any cat quite as well as this 
silly, half-wild one. You don't mind black cats, do you ? " 

"No, dear; I like cats." 

"Then I know youll be good to him." 

"Is that all?" asked Elsie, with amused interest 

"No, I've the fimniest yellow dog that comes here at 
night to pick up the scraps and things. He isn't my dog — 
just a little personal friend of mine — ^but I like him very 
much, and always give him something. He's very cute. 
I think he's a nigger dog." 
y "A nigger dog? What's that?" 

"He belongs to some coloured people, who don't ^ve 
him enough to eat. I love him because he's so faithful 
to his own folks. He comes to see me at night and pre- 
tends to love me, but as soon as I feed him he trots back 
home. When he first came, I laughed till I cried at his 
antics over a carpet — ^we had a carpet then. He never 
saw one before, and barked at the colours and the figures 
in the pattern. Then he'd lie down and rub his back 
on it and growl. You won't let anybody hurt him?" 

"No. Are there any others?" 

"Yes, I 'most forgot If Sam Ross comes — Sam's ao 
idiot who lives at the poorhouse — if he comes, hell ex- 
pect a dinner — ^my, my, I'm afraid hell cry when he finds 
we're not here I But you can send him to the hotel to me. 
Don't let Aunt Cindy speak rough to him. Aunt Cindy's 
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awfully good to me, but she can't bear Sam. She thinks 
he brings bad luck." 

''How on earth did you meet him?'' 

''His father was rich. He was a good friend of my 
Papa's. We came near losmg our farm once, because a 
bank failed. Mr. Ross sent Papa a signed check on his 
own banky and told him to write the amoimt he needed 
on ity and pay him when he was able. Papa cried over 
it, and wouldn't use it, and wrote a poem on the back of 
the check — one of the sweetest of all, I think. In the 
war Mr. Ross lost his two yoimger sons, both killed at 
Gettysburg. His wife died heart-broken, and he only 
lived a year afterward. He sold his farm for Confederate 
money, and everything was lost. Sam was sent to the 
poorhouse. He found out somehow that we loved him 
and comes to see us. He's as harmless as a kitten, and 
works the garden beautifully." 

"Ill remember," Elsie promised. 

"And one thing more," she said, hesitatingly. "Mama 
asked me to speak to you of this — that's why she slipped 
away. There's one little room we have locked. It was 
Papa's study just as he left it, with his papers scattered 
on the desk, the books and pictures that he loved — ^you 
won't mind?" 

Elsie slipped 'her arm about Marion, looked into the 
blue eyes, dim with tears, drew her close, and said: 

"It shall be sacred, my child. You must come every 
day if possible, and help me." 

" I will. I've so many beautiful places to show you in 
the woods — ^places he loved, and taught us to see and love. 
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In the pauses between the strange bird's cry, Elsie 
caught the sound of another sob> and then a soothing 
murmur as of a mother bending over a cradle, and they 
were gone. 
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*' No, Jake, that is not my way; bring this gentleman 
some water, and then my horse and buggy. You can 
take me to the depot. This officer can follow with his 
men/' And he did. 
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Margaret read in mock solemnity the mystic writing on 
the deed: 

*'To Whom It May Concern: 

''As Moses lifted up the brazen serpent in the wilderness 
for the enlightenment of the people, even so have I lifted 
twenty shining plunks out of this benighted nigger I Selah! " 

As Uncle Aleck walked away with Aimt Cindy shouting 
in derision, ''Dar, nowl Dar, now!'' the bow in his legs 
seemed to have sprung a sharper curve. 
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"Fll see him with pleasure." 

The invisible messenger wheeled his horse, and in a 
moment the echo of his muffled hoofs had died away in 
the distance. 
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"Carry my summons to the Grand Titan of the ad- 
joining province in North Carolina whom you will find al 
Hambri^t. Tell him the story of this crime and what 
you have seen and heard. Ask him to report to me here 
the second night bom this, at deven o'dodc, with six 
Grand Giants from his adjoining counties, each acoomr 
panied by two hundred pidced m^i. In oldoi times 
when the Chieftain of our peojde summoned the dan on an 
errand of life and death, the fiery Cross, extinguished in 
sacrificial blood, was sent by swift courier from village 
toviUage. This caD was never made in vain, nor will it 
be to-night in the new world. Here, on thb spot made 
holy ground by the blood of those we hold dearer than 
life, I raise the andent symbol of an unconquered race 
of men ** 

High above his head in the darkness of the cave he 
lifted the blazing emblem 

''The Fiery Cross of old Scotland's hillsl I quench 
its flames in the sweetest blood that ever stained the sands 
of Time." 

He dipped its ends in the silver cup, extinguished the 
fire, and handed the charred symbol to the courier, who 
quickly disappeared. 



"■The Rery Crow of old Scotland's hilUl" 
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''Carry my summons to the Grand Titan of the ad* 
joining province in North Carolina whom you will find at 
Hambright. Tell him the story of this crime and what 
you have seen and heard. Ask faim to report to me here 
the second night from this, at eleven o'clock, with six 
Grand Giants from his adjoining counties, each accom- 
panied by two hundred picked men. In olden times 
when the Chieftain of our people summoned the clan on an 
errand of life and death, the Fiery Cross, extinguished in 
sacrificial blood, was sent by swift courier from village 
to village. This call was never made in vain, nor will it 
be to-night in the new world. Here, on this spot made 
holy ground by the blood of those we hold dearer than 
life, I raise the ancient symbol of an unconquered race 
of men " 

High above his head in the darkness of the cave he 
lifted the blazing emblem 

"The Fiery Cross of old Scotland's hills 1 I quench 
its flames in the sweetest blood that ever stained the sands 
of Time." 

He dipped its ends in the silver cup, extinguished the 
fire, and handed the charred symbol to the courier, who 
quickly disappeared. 
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''Carry my summons to the Grand Titan of the ad- 
joinmg province in North Carolina whom you will find at 
Hambright. Tell him the story of this crime and what 
you have seen and heard. Ask him to report to me here 
the second night from this, at eleven o'clock, with six 
Grand Giants from his adjoining counties, each accom- 
panied by two hundred picked men. In olden times 
when the Chieftain of our people summoned the clan on an 
errand of life and death, the Fiery Cross, extinguished in 
sacrificial blood, was sent by swift courier from village 
to village. This call was never made in vain, nor will it 
be to-night in the new world. Here, on this spot made 
holy ground by the blood of those we hold dearer than 
life, I raise the ancient symbol of an unconquered race 
of men " 

High above his head in the darkness of the cave he 
lifted the blazing emblem 

"The Fiery Cross of old Scotland's hills 1 I quench 
its flames in the sweetest blood that ever stained the sands 
of Time.'' 

He dipped its ends in the silver cup, extinguished the 
fire, and handed the charred symbol to the courier, who 
quickly disappeared. 
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^Don't ask me to shaie it,'' said tbe jounger man. 



The blher winced, his lips trembled, and he ansnoed 
brokenly: 

"My boy, this is the tntteiest hour of my life that bas 
bad litde to make it sweeL -To hear such wmds from yon 
is more than I can bear. I am an cid man now — my 
sands are nearly nm. But two human t»ngs loTe me, 
and Hove but two. On you and your aster I have lavished 
all the treasures of a maimed and strangled soul — and it 
has come to thisl Bead the notice which one of your 
friends thrust into the window of my bedroom last nig^** 

He handed Phil a juece of pflqper on vdiich was writtoi: 

"The old dub-footed beast who has sneaked into our 
town, pretending to search for health, in reality the kadtf of 
the infernal Union League, will be given forty-ei^t hours to 
vacate the house and rid this conmiunity of his presence. 

"Are you an oflScer of the Unxm League?" Phil asked 
in surprise. 

"I am its souL" 

"How could a Southerner discover this, if your own 
chOdren didn't know it?" 

''By their spies who have joined the League.** 

''And do the rank and file know the Black Pope at the 
head of the order?" 

"No, but high officials do." 

"Does Lynch?" 

"Certainly." 

"Then be is the scoundrel who placed that note in your 
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our officers are usurpers plaoed there by the subversion 
of law/' 

''Won't you give this all up for my sake ?'' she pleaded. 
''Believe me, you are in great danger/' 

" Not so great as is the danger of my sister and mother 
and my sweetheart — ^it is a man's place to face danger, 
he gravely answered. 

" This violence can only lead to your ruin and shame— 

"I am fighting the battle of a race on whose fate hangs 
the future of the South and the Nation. My ruin and 
shame will be of small account if they are saved/' was the 
even answer. 

"Q)me, my dear/' she pleaded, tenderly, "you know 
that I have weighed the treasures of music and art and 
given them all for one clasp of your hand, one throb of 
your heart against mine. I should call you cruel did I 
not know you are infinitely tender. This is the only thing 
I have ever asked you to do for me " 

"Desert my people I You must not ask of me this 
infamy, if you love me," he cried. 

"But, listen; this is wrong — ^this wild vengeance is a 
crime you are doing, however great the provocation. We 
cannot continue to love one another if you do this. Listen: 
I love you better than father, mother, life or career — ^all 
my dreams I've lost in you. I've lived through eternity 
to-day with my father " 

"You know me guiltless of the vulgar threat against 
him " 

"Yes, and yet you are the leader of desperate men who 
might have done it. As I fought this battle to-day, I've 
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''If another crime is committed in this coimty by your 
Klan, we will never see each other again." 

He escorted her to the edge of the town without a word, 
pressed her hand in silence, wheeled his horse, and disap* 
peared on the road to the North Carolina line. 
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utmost importance. If there is a faint heart among you, 
now is the time to retire " 

"We are with youP' cried the men. 

"There are laws of our race, old before this Republic 
was bom in the souls of white freemen. The fiat of fools 
has repealed on paper these laws. Your fathers who 
created this Nation were first Conspirators, then Revolu* 
>s tionistSy now Patriots and Saints. I need to-night ten 
volunteers to lead the coming clansmen over this county 
and disarm every negro in it. The men from North Caro- 
lina cannot be recognised. Each of you must run thb 
risk. Your absence from home to-night will be doubly 
dangerous for what will be done here at this negro armory 
under my command. I ask of these ten men to ride their 
horses until dawn, even unto death, to ride for their God, 
their native land, and the womanhood of the South 1 

"To each man who accepts this dangerous mission, I 
offer for your bed the earth, for your canopy the sky, for 
your bread stones; and when the flash of bayonets shall 
fling into your face from the Square the challenge of 
martial law, the protection I promise you — ^is exile, im- 
prisonment, and death I Let the ten men who accept 
these terms step forward four paces." 

With a single impulse the whole double line of forty 
white-and-scarlet figures moved quickly forward four steps I 

The leader shook hands with each man, his voice throb* 
bing with emotion as he said: 

"Stand together like this, men, and armies will march 
and countermarch over the South in vainl We will save 
the life of our people." 
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The ten guides selected by the Grand Dragon rode 
forward, and each led a division of one hundred men 
through the ten townships of the county and successfully 
disarmed every negro before day without the loss of a life. ¥^ 

The remaining squadron of two hundred and fifty men 
from Hambrighty accompanied by the Grand Titan in 
command of the Province of Western Hill Counties, were 
led by Ben Cameron into Piedmont as the waning moon 
rose between twelve and one o'clock. 

They marched past Stoneman's place on the way to the 
negro armory, which stood on the opposite side of the street 
a block below. 

The wild music of the beat of a thousand hoofs on the 
cobblestones of the street waked every sleeper. The old 
Commoner hobbled to his window and watched them pass, 
his big hands fumbling nervously, and his soul stirred to 
its depths. 

The ghostlike shadowy columns moved slowly with the 
deliberate consciousness of power. The scarlet circles on 
their breasts could be easily seen when one turned toward 
the house, as could the big red letters K.K.K. on each 
horse's flank. 

bi the centre of the line waved from a gold-tipped spear 
the battleflag of the Klan. As they passed the bright lights 
burning at his gate, old Stoneman could see this standard 
plainly. The huge black dragon with flaming eyes and 
tongue seemed a living thing crawling over a scarlet- 
tipped yellow cloud. 

At the window above stood a little figure watching that 
banner of the Dragon pass with aching heart. 
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White House, a copy of which the operator delivered to 
Ben Cameron within an hour. 

President Grant next morning issued a proclamation 
declaring the nine Scotch-Irish hill counties of South 
Carolina in a state of insurrection, ordered an army corps 
of five thousand men to report there for duty, pending 
the further necessity of martial law and the suspension 
of the writ of HabMf Oorpiif . 
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would not be missed until evenings when safely beyond 

her reach. 
When Phil arrived at Charlotte he found an immense 

crowd at the bulletin board in front of the Observer office 

reading the account of the Piedmont tragedy. To his 

horror he learned of the arrest, trial, and sentence of Ben 

for the deed which he had done. 

He rushed to the office of the Division Superintendent 
of the Piedmont Air line Railroad, revealed his identity, 
told him the true story of the tragedy, and begged for a 
special to carry him back. The Superintendent, who was 
a clansman, not only agreed, but within an hour had the 
special ready and two cars filled with stem-looking men 
to accompany him. Phil asked no questions. He knew 
what it meant. The train stopped at Gastonia and 
King's Mountain and took on a himdred more men. 

The special pulled into Piedmont at dusk. Phil ran to 
the Conunandant and asked for an interview with Ben 
alone. 

"For what purpose, sir?'* the officer asked. 

Phil resorted to a ruse, knowing the Commandant to 
be unaware of any difference of opinion between him and 
his father. 

"I hold a commission to obtain a confession from the 
prisoner which may save his life by destroying the Ku 
Klux Klan." 

He was admitted at once and the guard ordered to with- 
draw until the interview ended. 

Phil took Ben Cameron's place, exchanging hat and V)^^' ' 



The Snare of the Fowler 361 

the execution. You can announce this to whom it may 



concern." 



** But you've got the wrong man. You have no right to 
execute him/' said Ben, exdtedly. 

*'Tl\ risk it/' he answered, ^th a sneer. 

''Great God I" Ben cried, beneath his breath. ''The 
old fool has entrapped his son in the net he spread for mel" 
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"n he dies," cried the tearful voice, "I shall never for- 
give myself for not surrendering without reserve and 
fighting his battles with him I" 

''He is not dead yet,'' was the mother's firm answer. 
"Doctor Cameron is on Queen's back. Your lover's 
men will be riding to-night — ^these young dare-devil 
Knights of the South, with their life in their hands, 
a song on their lips, and the scorn of death in 
their souls I" 

"Then I'll ride with them," cried the girl, suddenly 
lifting her head. 

Ben stepped into the room, and with a cry of joy Elsie 
sprang into his arms. The mother stood silent until 
their lips met in the long tender kiss of the last surrender 
of perfect love. 

"How did you escape so soon?" she asked quietly, 
while Elsie's head still lay on his breast. 

"Phil shot the brute, and I rushed him out of town. 
He heard the news, returned on the special, took my 
place, and sent me for his father. The guard has been 
changed, and it's impossible to see him, or communicate 
with the new Conmiandant " 

Ekie started and turned pale. 

"And father has hidden to avoid me — merciful Grod — 
if Phil is executed " 

"He isn't dead yet, either," said Ben, slipping his arm 
around her. " But we must save him without a clash or 
a drop of bloodshed, if possible. The fate of our people 
may hang on this. A battle with United States tioops 
now might mean ruin for the South " 
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" What's that noise ? Isn't it the distant beat of horses' 
hoofs?" 

"No," said the doctor, listening; "it's the roar of the 
falls we hear, from a sudden change of the wind." 

"I'm done now," Stoneman went on, slowly fumbling 
his hands. "My life has been a failure. The dice of 
God are always loaded." 

His great head drooped lower, and he continued: 

"Mightiest of all was my motive of revenge. Pierce 
business and political feuds wrecked my iron- mills. I 
shouldered their vast debts, and paid the last mortgage 
of a hundred thousand dollars the week before Lee invaded 
my state. I stood on the hill in the darkness, cried, raved, 
cursed, while I watched his troops lay those mills in ashes. 
Then and there I swore that I'd live until I ground the 
^ South beneath my heel I When I got back to my house, 
they had buried a Confederate soldier in the field. I 
dug his body up, carted it to the woods, and threw it into 
a ditch " 

The hand of the white-haired Southerner suddenly 
gripped old Stoneman's throat — ^and then relaxed. His 
head sank on his breast, and he cried in anguish: 

" Grod be merciful to me a sinnerl Would I, too, seek 
revenge 1" 

Stoneman looked at the doctor,, dazed by his sudden 
onslaught and collapse. 

"Yes, he was somebody's boy down here," he went on, 
"who was loved perhaps even as I love — I don't blame 
you. See, in the inside pocket next to my heart I carry 
the pictures of Phil and Elsie taken from babyhood up 
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f lom town. The Captain thought a thousand men weie 
on him, and surrendered without a shot/' 

At twelve o'clock, Ben stood at the gate with Elsie. 

''Your fate hangs in the balance of this election to- 
night/' she said. "Ill share it with you, success or fail- 
ure, life or death." 

"Success, not failure/' he answered, firmly. "The 
Grand Dragons of sdx states have already wired victory. 
Look at our lights on the mountains I They are ablaze 
— orange on range our signals gleam until the Fiery Cross 
is lost among the stars I" 

"What does it mean?" she whispered. 

"That I am a successful revolutionist — ^that Civilisa- 
tion has been saved, and the South redeemed from shame." 

V 

The End 
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